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INTERNATlONAL #n-ss ASSOCIATION,
CHAPTER 1l1.-

(Continued,)

In 2 moment the kitten, a little the
worse for wear and teer, afely in
her mistress’ and a great fuss
did shie In the midst of
it, Dick Alyvmoer, krowing that his
fretful horse was dancing about on
the other side of the house, said good-
by again and escaped. “And, by Jove!l”
ko sald, as he turned out of the gates,
“she dces not know my name either,
1 seem bound to be mysterious today,
somehow or ot™~r. Evidently she mis-
took me aines—or, rather, che
mistook me for the other in the mat-
ter of names. AL, well, she's going
avay on2irow,

wWas-£
arnis,

!1.'.‘.\." over it

and 1 don’t suppose |

1 shall see Wer agaip, or that it matters |

in the least whether she calls me Har-
riz, or Haines, or Alyvmer,” and then
he added to the horse, “Get along, old
man, will you?”

He slackened the pace, however,
when he got (o the turn of the road
which skirted the sloping meadow In
front of the Iiali where “she’ lived,
and the horse crawied up the side of
the hill as if it had been an Alpine
hight instead of a mere bend of the
road. But there was no sign of her,
As he passed he czught a glimpse of
the gay flower-beds and a big tabby cat
w.;ll.mg leisureiy across the terrace,
but Doro.hy Strode was not to be seen,
and when Richard Aylmer recognized
that fact he gave a jerk to the reins
and sent the horpse flying along in the
direction of Colchester as fast as his
four good legs weuld carry him.,

CHAPTER IIL

: OROTHY STRODE
said very little to
her aunt about the
" gentieman who had
b brought her home

. from Lady Jane's
tennis party. Not
gl that she voluntar-
. ily kept anything
- back, but in truth
there was very Jit-
tle for her to tell,
very little that she could tell, The
language ~f love is an eloquent one,
but when you are one of the principal
persons concerned you cannot give to
avother the history of a pressure of
the hand or a leok of the eves, and still
less of a tone of the voice which tells
you all too eloguently of the state of
feelings which you cause in that other
one.

Yet when Miss Dimsdale came ome
from Colchester, having been fetched
from Wrabness Station in an ancient
victoria which had seen better days,
dgrawn by a pair of cobs which, let
gse mercifully hope, would never see
worse than they enjoved in sleek com-
fort at present, she dutifully—ay, and
with pleasure—gave her an animated
description of the party. How Lady
Jane had specially asked for her and
hiad sent her dear love to her: how
sorry she was, and everybody else, that
Miss Dimsdale had had to go and see
that tiresome lawyer on that particalar
afternoon: how Lady Jane had told
Yer that her new white frock was ex-
quisite, and that she ought always to
wear full sleeves bhecause they became
her so well, and finally how there had
been one of the officers from Colehestey
at the party and she had been his part-
ner in several games of tennis, and
finally that Lady Jane had sent im 1o
see her safely to the gate. *“Our gate,
1 mean, Auntie,” said Dorothy, not
wishing to convey a false impression.

“And David Stevenson, he wasn't
ghere, [ suppose?” =aid Miss Dims-
dale, as she sipped her claret,

“No, Auntie, he wasn't,” Dorothy
answered. “You see, Lady Jane does
not like David Stevenson very much.”

“l know that,” said Miss Dimsdale
shortly.

On the whole Miss Dimsdale would
Rave liked Dorothy to marry David
Stevenson, who was young and a good
encugh fellow to make a good husband.
He had a well-kept valuable farm of
four hundred acres a mile or two from
Graveleigh, with a convenient and
spacious house thereon, of which he
was very anxious to make Dorothy
mistress. But Dorothy had, with a
strange perversity, gaid nay over and
ever again, and she seemed in no desire
to change her mind now. Miss Dims-
wale gave a sigh as she thought of it
—for David Stevenson's mother had
been her dearest friend—but all the
same, she was not the woman to try
to force the child’'s inclination,

“Mr. Harris asked me if he might
eall—if he might come and see me,”
said Dorothy presently, after a
yause,

“Mr. Harris! and who is Mr. Har-
ris?” asked Miss Dimsdale, startled
out of a reverie about David Steven-
son’s mother, who, by-the-bye, uncon-
sciously and dear friend as she was of
Marion Dimsdale’s, had stepped in and
married the man of Marion's heart.

“Mr. Harris! He is the officer |
told you about, Auntie, the one who
brought me home,” said Dorothy, In
esurprigse that her aunt should not re-
member,

“Oh, ves—yes. And what did yon
“_‘.?n

“l told him that I tkought he
might.”

“And when?”

“Oh, I told him to take his chance,™
Dorothy answered,

“Quite right,” said Miss Dimsdale,
who had no notion of making the way

of a gallant
him., “Well, we shall sec
like when he comes,
be at home.”

She began then
about her day in Colchester. What the
Iawyver had said, how she had beea 10
the bank., and looked in at
dler’'s to sav
liitle

what ke is

the sad-
that
cob whith
must be

ran in the village
everhauled and generaliy
looked to. Then how she had found
time to go in the janev-work shop and
had bounght one or two new things in
that line, and last of all how she had
been in 1o the jeweler's to get a new
watch-kEey and had there seen a won-
deriul belt of silver ccins which some
one¢ had sold for melting down, anid
this had been offered to her at such a
reasonable price that she had

| tempted to bay it

“Aunntie!” criecda Dorothy.

“Oh, 1 did not =zay it was for you,
child,” said Miss Dimsdale promprly.

Dorothy's face fell, and Miss Dims-
dale laughed. *“There, child, there, I
won't tease ven a2bout it. There it is
on the chimney-shelf.,”

And Dorothy naturally
jumped up and ian to open the box in
which the belt was packed, opemning it
eagerly, and uttering a cry of delight
when she saw the beautiful ornament
Iving within. It was a lovely thing,
and in her pleasure and pride at the
posseszion of it Derothy almost forgot
ey new admirer, Mr. Harris.

Not quite though, for when she slip-
ped it on over her pretty white dress
and ran tc the pier-glass between the
windows of the drawing-room to see
the effect of it, she suddenly found
herself wondering how he would think
she looked in it, and instantly the
swift color flashed into her cheeks, so
that she hardly liked to turn back to
face the gaze of her aunt's calm, far-
seeing eyes,

Miss Dimsdale meanwhile had walk-
ed to the window. and was looking out
into tke soft evening dusk.

“Some one is coming along the
drive,” she said. *I think it is David
Stevenson.”

A gesture of impatience was Dor-
othy’s answer, a gesture accompaniad
by an equally impatient sound, but she
never thought of making good use f
her time and escaping out of the room,
as 2 girl brought up in a town might
iave done. No, she left the glass and
went across the room to the table
where her work-basket stood, and
took up an elaborate table-cover which
she had been working at in a more
or less desultory fashion for six
months past, and by the time David
Stevenson was shown in she was
stitching away as if for dear life. Miss
Dimsdale, on he contrary, did not
move from the window until she heard
the door open, then she went a few
steps to meet him,

“Good evening, David,” she said very
kindly. “How very nice of you o
come in tonight! We have not seen
vou for a long time.”

“No, I've been dreadfully busy,” he
answered, “and I am still, for the ma:-
ter of that, But I hadn’t seen you for
a long time, and I thought I'd come
over and see how vou were getting on.”

“That was very good of vou,” said
Miss Dimsda'e; then she moved to the

"SOME ONE IS COMING

bell and rang it. “We will have a
light; the evenings are closing in very
fast.”

“Yes,” he answered.

Then he went across where already
his eyes had wandered to Dorothy,
who was bravely sewing away in the
dusk.

“How are you, Dorothy?” he asked.

“1 am quite well, thank you, David.”
she replied, just letNng her hand rest
for a moment in his,

“I saw you this afternoon,” he went
on, seating himself on a chair just in
front of her.

"“Why, ves,” said Dorothy; “you took
your hat off to me.”

He was fine-grown, good-looking
fellow, big and strong and young, with
the unmistakable air of a man who is
his own master; but in Dorothy's
mind a vision rose up at ‘hat moment
of another yvoung man, who was also
big and strong, and very unlike David
Stevenson.

David frowned a* the remembraice
of the afternoon and of her companion,
and just then a neat maid servant came
in with a lamp, and the dusk vanighed.
She set the Jamp down beside Dor-
othy, so that David Stevenson was en-
abled to see her face clearly.

“If yvon please, ma'am.,” gzaid Bar-
bara to her mistress, “Janet Benham
has come up to speak to vyou. She's
in great trouble about something. ™

“Janet Benham in trouble?' eried

too easy and pleasant 10 |
if we happen 1o |

to tell Dorethy all | [

ihe harness of the |

Leen |

enouch |

| a single brass

Miss Dimsdale, in dismay. *“Oh, I will
come at once. Dorothy, stay and talk
to David,” she added, for Dorothy had
made a movement as if she, too, wan:-
ed to go and hear more about Janet's

trouble, :

CHAPTER 1V,

OWEVER, in the
face of her aunt's
distinet command,
she had no choice
but  to remain
where she was, and
site took up the
work again and be-
gan a-stitching ve-
hemently as if she
would fain sew her
vexation into the

pretty npattern.

David Stevenson, on the contrary,
was more than well satisfied at the way
in which matters had fallen, and in-
wardly bilessed that trouble of Janet
Benham’s as mmeh as Dorothy did the
contrary. He jerked his chair an inch
or so nearer to hers, and leaned for-
‘ward with his elbows upon his knees.
' Dorothy sat up very straight indeed,
| and kept her attention strictly upon
| her work.
| *“Who was that fellow I saw you talk-

|ing to this afterncon, Dorothy?” he
asked,

“A man that [Lady Jane asked to
sece me home,” answitred Dorothy,
prompll\'

“Oh, vou have Leen to Lady Jane's?”
in a distinetly modified tone.

“Yes, T had been to Lady Jane's,”
returned Dorothy, matching a bit of
| vellow silk with minute care. “Why

| didn't you go?”

|  “Because | wasn't asked,” said he
curtly. “Lady Jane never asks me now
—she's taken a dislike to me.”

“Well, I can’t help that,” said Dor-
othy, indifferently,

“1 don’t know so much about that,”
he said, rather gloomily. “I think you
might if you liked. Not that I want
vou to trouble about it, or that I care
farthing about Lady
Jane or her parties. In any case, I
should only go because 1 might meet

J yvou there.”

“On, that's a poor enough reason,”
eried Dorothy, flippantly.

There was very little of the mute
lover about David Stevenson, and
whenever he found that Dorothy was,
in spite of good opportunities, slipping
further and further away from him,
ne always got impatient and angry.

“Well 1 don't know that vou're far
wrong there,” he retorted, in a tone
which he tried with the most indiffer-
ent success to make cool and slighting.
“However, her ladyship has left off
asking me to her entertainments of
late, and 1 don't know that 1 feel any
the worse man for that. So you met
that fellow there, did you?”

“You don't suppose | picked him up
on the road, do you?" demanded Dor-
_othy, who was geiting angry, too.

David drew in his horns a little,
“No, no, of course not,” he said sooth-
ingly. 1 had no right to ask any-
thing about him, only everything
you do and evervone you speak to in-
terests me. [ wanted to Xnow who he
was, that was all.”

“Then.” said Dorothy, with a very
(Iignitiml air, “von had better go and
ask Lady Jane herself. She can tell
yvou, and I am svre e willk T Enow
very little abont the centleman—just
his name and very iittle besides,”

David Stevenszon sat back in his
chair with a groan:; Dorothy Strode
stitched away fTuriously, and so they
sat until Miss Dimsdale came back
again. “H'm.,” bher thoughts ran,
“quarreling again.”

Dorothy looked up at her aunt and
spoke in her softest voice, “What was
the matter with Janet, auntie?”’ shg
aszked.

(To he continued.)

HOW BISMARCK BECAME RICH

German Writer the Chancellor

Speculated on State Secrets,

From lLondon Truth: A pamphlet
has recently appeared in Germany en-
titled “Bismarck and Bleichroeder.” its
author is a member of the old Junker
party of the name of Diebat Daher, and
it professes to give some curious de-
tails in rezard to the present fortune
of the ex chancellor and how it was
acquired. After the German war of
IST0 the prince received from the coun-
try two estates of no great value, which
coupled with his own paternal estate,
brought him in a fair revenue. He
then left Bleichroeder to look after his
private monetary affairs, with the re-
sult that he now has a fortune amount-
ing to 150,000,000 marks. This, the
author contends, can only have been
made by stock exchange speculations,
based on the knowledge that the
prince derived from his position at
the head of the German government,
and which he confided to Bleichroeder.,
That, with the cares of empire on his
shoulders, he left his monetary affairs
in the hands of his banker is very
possible, and equally possible is it that
his banker did the best for his client,
ot 1 should require a good deal more
evidence than is afiorded in this pam-
phiet to believe that the prince specu-
lated on state secrets in partnership
with a Hebrew financier or that his
fortune is now auything like 150,000«
000 marks.

e ———

Says

Proof Positive,
Dasherly—"Too bad
doesn’t like her husband.” Flasherly
—“Why, I thought she did.” Dasher-
ly—"0h, no—she gives him cigars for

Mra, Swift

Christmas presents.”—The  Yellow
Book.
After His Time.
Airtight—"In one way Adam had a
snap.” Dewtell—""What was that?”

]Airllght -“Christmas presents weren't
| 10 vogue then."—The Yellow Booft.
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UNDER THE MISTLETOE!
FLIES

TO THEIR CHEEKS THE WARM BLOOD

iAS INTO HER EYES LOOK HIS, BUT—THERE ARE OTHER EYES.

Christmas in the country forty years
ago was a different affair from what

it is now. I never think of Christmas
in those dayvs without thinking of a
lovely winter day, bright with sun-
shine, and snow everywhere; large
drifts, through which the horses floun-
dered as they drew the stout sled, on
which was the wagon-bed filled with
bay, and covered with blankets and
buffalo-robes, where we cuddled down,
as we rode merrily away to spend
Christmas at grandpa’'s. We could
hardly wait till the horses stopped, so
rager were we to wish grandpa a mer-
ry Christmas; but he was generally
ahead of us with his greeting of
“Christmas gift.” That entitled him
to a present instead of us; but a kiss
all around was usually the way we paid
off our indebtedness, while some strip-
ed sticks of peppermint ecandy, laid up
for the occasion, were given us, Our
aunts, uncles and cousins came next
for their share of good wishes and
merry jokes.

A bright fire burned in the fireplace,
and there, suspended by a stout string
from the ceiling, was a great turkey
packed full of dressing, and sending
forth a most delicious odor as it turned
round and round, gradually browning
before the fire, the juice dripping into
a great pan on the brick hearth; and
from this pan grandma occasionaily
dipped the juice with a huge iron spoon
and poured it over the crisp sides of
the turkey. Other preparations were
going on meanwhile in the Kitchen,
where a cooking stove held the place
of henor, as cooking-stoves were very
rare in those days. The neighbors had
come miles to see it, and express their
fears as to the probability of its *“‘blow-
ing up.” This cook-stove, however,
was not equal to cooking such a large
turkey in its small oven. A coffee-
boiler sent out an odor of coffee strong

A BRIGCGHT FIRE BURNED.
and fragrant, while a long table cover-

ed with snowy linen (the work of
grandma's own hands) stood at the far-
ther end of the long kitchen,

As soon as the turkey was pro-
nounced done and the gravy made in
the dripping-pan, the chairs were plac-
ed near the table and we were called
to dinner. No one was left to wait,
and such a merry time! After grandpa
had asked a blessing on the food, he
carved the turkey and supplied our
waitine plates bountifully with any
piece we wished, together with all
manner of good things in the way of
vegetables. A rice pudding with plen-
ty of raisins, pumpkin pies and rosy-
cheeked apples served for dessert, and
our only sorrow was that we could eat
so little, After dinner we children
played games in the kitchen, around
the fireplace that was used when there
was no fire in the cook stove. Here
we popped corn, cracked nuts, told
fairy stories and played blind-man’s
buff while the older ones “visited” in
the “keepin’-room™ until the time eame
to return home.

Bizzley—"You must dislike Newcomb
very much.,” Grizzly—"1 hate him as
fiercely as a barber hates a bald headed

man with a full beard.”—Truth,

T ey A ——— T T
PR /e m e o 1 i St A
-'v o il .

The Childlike Mind.
Christmas is not only the mile mark
of another year moving us to thought
of self-examination, it is a season, from
all its associations, whether domestic
or religious, suggesting thoughts of
joy. A man dissatisfied with his en-
deavors is a man tempted to sadness.
And in the midst of the winter, when
his life runs lowest and he is remind-
ed of the empty chairs of hls beloved,
it is well he should be condemned to
this {ashion of the smiling face. Noble
disappointment, noble self-denial are
noet to be admired, not even to be par-
doned, if they DbLring bitterness. It is
one thing to enter the Kingdom of
Heaven maim; another to maim your-
gelf and stay without, And the King-
dom of Heaven is like the child-like,
of those who are easy to please, who
love and who give pleasure. Mighty
men of their hands, the smiters and
the builders and the judges, have lived
long and done sternly, and yet pre-
served this lovely charaeter; and
among our carpet interests and two-
penny concerns, the shame were in-

delible if we should lose it.—From a
Louis

Christmas Sermon by Robert
Stevenson.

From every spire on Christmas eve,
The Christmas bells ring clearly out
Their message of geod will and peace,
With many a call and silver shout.
For faithful hearts, the angels' song
Still echoes in the frosty air,
And by the altar low they bow
In adoration and in prayer.

A thousand blessed mem'ries throng,
The stars are holy signs to them,
And from the eves of every child
Looks forth the Babe of Bethlehem.
But there are others, not like these,
Whose brows are sad, whose hopes
are crossed,
To whom the season brings no cheer,
And life's most gracious charm is
lost,

To whom that story, eld and sweet,
Is but a fable at the best;

The Christmas music mocks their ears,
And life has naught of joy or rest,
Oh! for an angel’s voice to pierce
The clouds of grief that o'er

rise,
The mists of donubt and unbelief
That veil the blue of Christmas skies,

them

That they, at last, may see the light

Which shines from Bethlehem and
unfolds

For Christ the treasures of their hearts
Richer than spicery or gold.

Hope of the ages, draw Thou near,
Till all the earth shall own Thy sway,

And when Thou reign’st in every heart,
1t will indeed be Christmas day.

—Eleanor A, Hunter.

The lilug BEmiled.

King Rooster—"Redcomb!™

Redcomb—*Yes, sire.”

K. R.—"What is the cause of this un-
usual excitement in the court?”

R.—"'Tis the preparations for the
usual Christmas feast, sire.”

K. R—"The annual feast?"

R.—"Yes, sire."”

K. R. (anxiously)—"Are we in any
immediate danger?”

R.—“No, sire. It is only the females
and yvoung males."”

K. R—"And those "up-to-date’ hens
who have been the pest of the court
lately with their attempts to imitate
me, are they incinded?”

R.—*“All, sire.”

K. R.—"Excellent! Perhaps this
may serve to teach them that they only
deceive themselves by their egotism;
that no matter how loud they crow, the
world still regards them as hens.”"—0,
A C.

Retiable Data About Californla.

An American geography printed in
1812 contains this interesting informa-
tion: “California is a wild and almost
unknown land, covered throughout the
year by dense fogs, as damp as they
are unhealthy. On the northern shores
live anthropophagi and in the interior
are active volcances and vast plains of
shifting snow, which sometimes shoot
up columns to inconeeivable heights.”
The book adds that some of these
statements would seem incredible were
they not so well authenticated by trust-
worthy travelers,
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SOME
FAGTS!

Some People

Will not subscribe for
their home paper and
never know whatis hap-
k pening in_their imme-
diate vicinity. .

|Some People

Are victimized by house
to house peddlers by not
reading the warnings in
their home paper.

Some People

Plod along from day to

day and do not get the

full benefit of their earn-

because they do not

Leep posted and take ad-

vantage of the golden

A money-savmg opportu-

nities offered in these
columns,

Some People |
Would do much better
did they hand in their
subscriptions, at ence, to

THIS
PAPER.
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